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northern suburbs. I had little Maynes and Bocca as companions. Maynes chattered incessantly in his Irish brogue about Arnhem, about parachuting, and dozens of other topics. Bocca revealed his ambitions and his anxiety to do well on this, his first big professional chance. He was so new to the job that he had not even brought a typewriter with him, unaware that even under the most hazardous and difficult conditions the field censor demands carbon copies of everything a war correspondent writes. Hours passed and we found ourselves eventually rolling through the Essex countryside in the neighbourhood of Braintree. As dusk was falling we reached the camp, known as Mushroom Farm, a small town of Nissen huts surrounded by barbed-wire enclosures.
To write down the name of that camp revives in me the sense of shivering foreboding that I felt as we passed through the gate. Oliver said that only the " glider types " were to stay at Mushroom Farm, the parachutists were to go somewhere else, but, before we split up, the whole party would, on the following morning, have a briefing from Major-General Bols. So we were introduced to our sleeping-quarters—camp beds, well supplied with blankets, in a long, gloomy Nissen hut with a bare floor.
Officers and other ranks were now pouring into the camp. We found the mess, another Nissen, very overcrowded, but the bar was well stocked with whisky, gin and beer and comfortably withstood this invasion. We had dinner, one of those copious, mass cooked army meals, served on bare trestle tables. Then we gathered in the adjoining hut to consider what we should do for the night. That was the terrible, perpetual problem. We were all over-excited, overstrained and pretending to be nonchalant. It was practically impossible to concentrate on anything. We endlessly thrashed over the question of where we were going to land, what was the best technique on touching down, etc., etc. We tried to think what we should need most urgently. The others had succeeded in getting an entrenching tool each. I had not, and felt distinctly worried about this. But experienced Maxted questioned whether we would have much time at first to dig in and said that he personallytry to cram into two jeeps. We then began to speed through London's traffic, heading past Marble Arch and through Bayswater, keeping up a\ ,                          The delay might run to hours.   On the other hand
